light was dense and impenetrable. Kranich felt his way
icross the wet meadows down to the boats and lit the
Chinese lanterns which they had brought with them.
Marx came strolling up, cigarette in mouth.
" Wher<, is Meier ? " he asked.
" Busy. Asks to be excused," said Kranich.
" Hm I " Marx cleared his throat. " Kranich, old man,
I want to ask you something before Friedel comes. Go
back with Rainer in his boat. We—you see—we are so
rarely alone—and after all we are engaged to one another.
Don't be angry with me."
** That's all right, of course," said Kranich, and loos-
ened the boat chain with his one hand. Rainer and
Helene came up and settled themselves in their boat.
" How pretty it looks with the lanterns, look, Hele,"
said Rainer, adding as he pushed off from the bank,
" You will be going with Marx this time ? '*
** Yes, of course,*7 Kranich answered, standing on the
bank.
The boats slid away, gently turning downstream. He
was left behind alone—an entirely superfluous creature
in the midst of the summer night.
Ah, well 1 That's just the way of things, he thought
at first. I shall have to hire a boat and row home alone.
And he took a few steps towards the house. But it sud-
denly occurred to him: I can't row any more. I had
forgotten that.
It hurt keenly to realise this, left alone as he was by
the couples in the boats with their red lanterns. I will go
home on foot, he thought. The sloes are flowering now
by the roadside and perhaps there are already some glow-
worms about. There are so many beautiful things still
left in the world—for a fellow like me. He started on his
way* He was so lonely. He did not even have a shadow
in die darkness. . . *

